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Hugo
I repent me that I began it now,

'Tis a dismal tale for a maiden's eara;
Your cheek is pale already, your brow

Is sad, and your eyes are moist with tears.

Agatha
It may be thus, I am lightly vexed,

But the tears will lightly come and go :
I can cry one moment and laugh the next,

Yet I have seen terrors, as well you know.
I remember that flight through moss and fern,

The moonlit shadows, the hoofs that rolled
In fierce pursuit, and the ending stern,

And the hawk that left his prey on the wold.

Hugo
I have sorrowed since that I left you there:

Your friends were close behind on the heath,
Though not so close as I thought they were.
(Aside.)   Now I will not tell her of Harold's death.

Agatha
'Tis true, 1 was justly punished, and men,

As a rule, of pity have little share:
Had I died, yon had cared but little then.

Hugo

But little then, yet now I should care
More than you think for.   Now, good-night
Tears still ?   Ere I leave you, child, alone,
Must I dry your cheeks ?

Agatha

Nay, I am not quite
Such a child but what I can dry my own.

[Hugo goes out.   Agatha retires*